Because we feel that Keith Shillington is writing the most outsanding poetry on our campus, Shetch is pleased to devote the following four pages to his most recent work. Yes, suck life to the cling-stone As you suck the ripe red plums And bury the pit, For while the bombs come squealing Through the star-stabbed night And the machine gun spits its chattering teeth Sowing death-fire in your flesh, The rain falls unknowingly And the sun begs life up again. There on bomb-torn Malta the daisies burst, screen floweredGrass is already covering the scarsTime travels her cycleThis too is where I came in- [15] 
The Great Circle

